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EGION OF 
UPER - HEROES 


SOMEBODY 
SAVE HER! 


NASTEF.., 
LREATOFP... 


BETTER 
TRIPLICATE... 


LUORNU!L 
LOOK 
our! 


GOOD GOSH, 
(T'S GOT 
BRAINY! 


yOu'RE Sy ..STUFID 
4 TOO STRONG CALEGGITE Sa HST TE Te 


FOR aoa MYTH... HOLG FOU, LUPIN? 
ey 


IT'S AS T HELI YOUP 


OKAY, , "SIS TEP, 
LYORNL.,, e LUOATIUFP 


(T'S ALL 
OVER NOW, 
YOU'RE FAFE 
UNITH MIE. 


you? 

B-BUT THAT'S 

@OD...COULDA SWORN ~\ilaalatialaealel 

SOMEBODY CALLED OUT 2 x 
MAY me WHO /S° THAT? 


NAME. 
WH-WHAT‘S: 
GOING On? 


LEGION HQ, 
TALLIS... 


HEH-HEH, 
COME TO 


sO 1S 
THIS HOW YOU 
, iwys reer 
y T 
wortiNe + EUTOY \ RECRUITED 
MORE THAN LINING ianctaaihlal 
AYLA'S POCKETS WITH 
MY CREDITS. 


HEY, HANGIN THERE, 
CAG. IF NOTHING 
ELSE, YOUVE GOTA 

POKER-FACE TO 
OIE FOR. 


ONLY THE ONES 
WITH LOTS OF CASH, 
MY BON. 
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WHY, THANK 
YOU, AYLA, 


SHE'S PULLING YOUR LEG, 

DAG. WHEN YOU GETA 

GOOD HAND, YOUR CHEEKS 

TURN A DEEPER SHADE 
F GREY. 


BUT 
WE'VE GOTA 


UH, EXCUSE 
PROBLEM. 


ME, FOLKS... 


tu's 
JUST... 
SHE'S JUST 
GONE. 


leet a} 


*S$CRAPY! B.I.0.N? THAT LI 
COULON'T OO. NOT WHEN 
HE CONTAINS THE COMPUTO 
MATRIX AND-- 


LAUREL! 
LAUREL! 


fT7 ENGLENNA? rt TOLD 
( Jam YOu! RONDO CAN 
HANOLE ALL THE 

\ PACKING, T'LL SEE 

YOU WHEN YOU 

GET HERE. 


--HOLO ON... 
INCOMING 
MESSAGE... 


NO, LAUREL, 
PLEASE! 


LAUREL, 
YOU MUST COME 
MAMEDIATELY! 


YOU MUusT COME! 
'§ ATTACKING ROND 
THE BABY /S /K/ 
DANGER! 
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« MARA MISSING. 
LUORNY MISSING 
16 SOMEHOW... 


OH, OEAR. 
PERHAPS 
You'D 
BETTER-- 


SOMEHOW £ 
DOUBT THIS 15 
COMCIDENCE.., 
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OAMN, HOW CAN THIS 
SWEET GOD... /F : BE HAPPENING?! 
ANYTHING'S : J 


(F I'D JUST SENT RONDO 
AFTER LAUREN 4 LITTLE 
SOONER, THEY'O BE 
SAFE AND SOLUNO IN 
R THE HEAOQUARTERS 
BY NOW? 


HMM... NO SIGH! OF 
KHUNOISH CRAET.. 
BUT THERE HAS 
BEEN A STRUGGLE... 


We 


OH, LAUREN, 
SN HERE 
. YOu ARE! 


ENGLENNA! ENGLENNA 


ENGLENNAS 


SOUP CEP STATHTY 
(SU01'T SEFPIQIUSLY 
HAPINELD,., 


GUT THES) SHE 

(S1'7T THE OE 

I AFTER... 
ines) 
WHO THE HELL s rs 

ARE YOU? ANDO WHAT z 4 Bees, vom 7 

HAVE YOU DONE WITH A SOUP? HUSBEATT. 

MY HUSBANO? rire TAMETT 


YOUR PAST, LATCHITG 
LP LTH YOU. 


YOU CAN OF BETTER THAT give you & 
THAT! LET'S SEE SOME- NORIGINAL".. 
THITIG GIFIGITIFALL 


ANDO FOR A LIT 

UNEXPECTED TWIST, v- 

HOW ABOUT A OASH'| c/70ON7, KEEP Jl 
OF FLASH- MQUITG, 


ITIE FI 
QPESN/ 
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OON'T--> $O 
WHAT WOULO 
you OO 16..\F YOu 
HAO AN OPENING? 


LEGION HEAD- UH, CHAM, YOU'RE 
QUARTERS... DOING .UH, ALITTLE 
DETECTIVE Bore ES 


ke K 
THESE O/S APPEARANCES, 
NOW COLILO xr? 


ARE YOU? 


«.. THREAT HAS 
PROBABLY 
BEEN BACK 
AMONG us 
FOR SOME 
TIME -- HMM? 
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IMRA ARDEEN 


RANZZ 


LUORNU OURGO 
TAINE 


ROND VIDAR 


LUCKY FOR, 


FILES FOR THE 
LEGIONNAIRES ? 


MAKE A LITTLE 
SUGGESTION? 


\ \ vara! 


00 AGBOUT I(T. 
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-.HOLO ON...A 
b OISTORTER... HE'S 
ne STILL <a 
ALIEF 


.. OISA... 2 
OSAPPEARED 
OW ME... 


3 SIGH SOMEHOW 
we I TAQUGHT YOU 
3 MIGHT FARPE ALITTLE & 
BETTER, LAUPEL. : 


FPEDAOY FOP 7715- 


ONAY, BOSS, YOU PLALEMMETTT... 
GET ee te - 
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, LEGION 
HEADQUARTERS 
HERE. 
ENGLENNA? 


IT'S) LAUREL... THAT 
a TNC GOT LAUREL, Ya 
TOO... 


OKAY, But Tve 
ENGLENNA, GOT ALITTLE 
YOU STAY SOMETHING 

RIGHT-- RIGGED UP TO 
U/ELCOME 


You... 


WELL, IT WAS 
WONDERING 
WHEN YOU'D 
COME FOR ME... 


A LASER CAGE? YOU 
EXPELT A LASER CAGE 
TO HOLD IIL? 


DH, BRATS, T TRULY WISH 
YOU WEFETI'T SO CAST 
PREDILTHESLE. 


JhOZ YOU GUYS HE 
CUI DUT OF 
CHAICES... 


BRAINY! 


AH, THE 
CLEVER LITTLE 
GREEN-SKINNED 

BUT NOT 


AY 


TH-THE LEG/ON/ YES, THAT 


MEMBERS WHO SILLY LITTLE 
OPPOSED YOU IN TIFF NER THE 
THE CONSPIRACY... OESTRUCTION 

OF BAXAM, 


ge 


AMAZING 
THE TRIVIALITIES 
WE MANAGE TO 
FIGHT OVER, 
ISN'T (IT? 


BACK 
TO WREAK VENGEANCE 
ON MY CHILDREN, 
STARTING WITH THIS’ 
DELIGHTFUL COLLECTION 


STILL, T RETAIN POWER 
ENOUGH TO. TOY WITH 
THE LIKES OF YOY. 


ALAS, IAM NOT YET 
BACK TO FULL POWER. 
YOU CHILOREN SAW TO 

THAT WHEN YOU SENT 
ME TO THE ENO 
OF T/ME. 


‘Ss 
ROBBED MAE OF 
MY GOOHOOD, 


OID I GIVE YOU 
PERMISSION TO SPEAK? 
INSOLENT CHILORPEN/... 

MUST BE 


UST Bi 
PUMMSHEDL 


REVEAL 
YOURSELF, 
MY DEAR! 
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OH, GODS... 


THERE WE 
GO! THAT'S A 


GOOD SOLDIER! 


we PLUMISHED BY THE 
ANSWER YOU SEEK. 


GOOO GOG 
WEREN'T THE 
OTHER TWO 
KLLEO?P! 


NO, MR. ViDAR, ATAL I RE-GREW 

LUORNU'S SECOND USUALLY FATAL, THE POOR CHI 

BOCY WASN'T ZL UILL AOM/T AND GAVE ee 
; BOT NALS CHOICE. 


MY TIME-O's- 


JUST TURNED 
INTO A PUDOLE OF 
PROTOPLASM BY 


COOPERATE 
OR OVE. 


wYOU...YOU TUST 
CAN'T KNOW WHAT 
(T WAS L/KE.., 


YOURS TRULY, 


oe 


ME_TH 7 
WHOLE HORRIBLE THING 
AGAIMuANO AGAIN... 


ZI COULOMT 
TAKE 17 


ANYMORE... sn YOUR ES PIONAGE- 
SQUAO TRAIN ES 
TO STALK US AND 
CAPTURE US... OF MY SOUL... 


ALL THREE OF 
us SHOULO'VE DIED 
WHEN COMPLITO 
KILLED OUR FIRST 
BOOY... RIGHT THEN 
ANDO THERE... 


.. WE RE OT 
EVEN SUPPOSED 

TO SURVIVE 

(Tn. Y'RNOWUM.. 


YOu SEE, I 
FO. Ww 
your LITTLE 
GAMBIT 
(NVOLVING 
THE 
MNSKTAN. 


I WOULON'T: 
¥ BOTHER REACHING 
FOR YOUR SECRET 
, WEAPON, MY 
GREEN-SKINNEO 
FRIEND. 


wANO, SWEET 

TRINITY, I 

VUINSH WE 
HAD.,, 


YOUR PRECIOUS 


LITTLE GIFT 
FOR YOUR 
HIGHNESS / 


THIS--/ THIS 
15S AN OUTRAGE! 
IW 


(UL NOT 
STAND FOR IT! SS 


AwA TRANSPORTATIONAL 
OIsk! THE REAL 
BRAINIAC 5S, 


THAT'S RIGHT 
GLOR--HUH?/M-mMy V 
CLOTHES! 


THE O7H 
ZL TAK 
OF THAT BITCH! 


wt YOU 
VALUE THAT 
MISERABLE 
LIFE OF 
YOURS -~ 


« 


- 


«TH -THE 
DAXAMITE. 


HEY, 
GREEN-CHEEKS, 
ZOVE TH 
COSTUME! 


SECATED 
--BUT OKAY! 


READY TO 
RISE TO THE 
OCCASION, 

Vi? 


GOOD. 
I'VE ALSO 
MANAGEO TO 


OPEN USA 
LITTLE GLASS 
BOX, 


yOu'Le 
MAKE HER 

KILL US 

ALLS 


nM INTOPOSTIAG 
po iT 


WHY HAST 
SHE ATTEMPTED 
EXACTLY 
THATS 


nee 
ie 

PV Gers 
THOUGHTS... 


~  ShO AIS 
to SAVE 


fer power. 
bail rt Ue 
to (ake us out 
H, aith one large. 
FATAL BURST... 


LEAVE HER ALONE, 

YOU GOOD-FOR- 

NOTHING LITTLE 
7TRAMC! 


HOW COULD yOu OO 

THIS TO US?! BETRAY 
THE FRIENDS WE LOVE 
TO THAT MONSTER! 7! 


ant ta..,GOOS, 
7 ehiet ‘t want To.. . 
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SHE'S 

GONNA 
HIT US WITH 
EVERYTHING 
SHE'S GOT! 


OAM! IE I 
JUST HAD MY 
saa rae 

RING... 


DON'T ARGUE! 
CONCENTRATE! 


AS 
/ 
3 sae MENTALLY 
FORCE FIELD! ae 


A FORCE FIELD TO 


ACTIVATE IT! APPEAR over us! & 


PY H4/zice 
AGE IT TO 
NOT a 

NESS! 


QUITE 
ees POSSIBLE, SINCE 
WE'RE-WE'RE I /MBLIED HER 
PROTECTED! WITH THE POWER 
MYSELF! 


DAMN the “aa 
force field is 
/NCRED/IBLY 
dense! 


PL /a) 
foo mach 
ENERGY 

1 SOPPING 177 

POKERS.. 7 
HOW?! BRAINY, 
I OON'T KNOW 


HOW THIS, 
WORKS! 


CONCENTRATE, 
LUORNU! 


THE 


1 YES! YES, OF 
COURSE! 


you O10 iT! 
BOTH OF YOU 
oID |T! 


FIELD IS T90O0 


EAKENED.., 
CRIPPLED 


AH! BUT A 


FATAL MISTAKE! 


Lu! EXTENO 
THE FORCE FIELD 
TO THE FLOOR! 


THEY'VE ‘ 
LEET ME AN 
A OPENING! 


AND 
CONCENTRATE 
(T ON HERS 


FORCE You...YOu 
MISERABLE 


INSECTS / 
: " 


aes BF | eens 

10 ? 

FORCE-FIELD Stason 
BELT A FEW 


POWERS INTO 
YOUR ONA 
PATTERN. 


WITHOL/T MY 
KNOULEOGE? 


PRECAUTION 
AFTER YOUR LOSS \ 
DURING THE CONSPIR- } 
ACY. IMSORRY--I 
OION'T HAVE A 
CHANCE TO TELL 
YOU THEN. 


I NEVER 
THOUGHT I'D 
HAVE THE CHANCE 
AGAIN TO SAY... 


THANKS, 
BRAINY... 


WELL, LOOK AT 


SHEESH! 
THAT! A OY AGO 


HOW LUCKY 
A Guy 
T? 


SO WHICH 
(S THE WEW 
ONE? 


NOW I'VE 
GOT TWO! 


VY Vara 
LET'S HOPE 
NOT! 
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PLEASE... 
CAN'T CERTAIN  Aothing... 
DETAILS OF THE F really, i FS 
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Personal Journal 
Luornu Durgo Taine, Accessed: June 27, 2995. 


ACCESS: Journal entry, Jan. 21, 2988. 

Trinity. I thought I was maybe starting to get over it, and then I went to put 
on my slippers and one of them was purple. And it all came crashing back. 

She’s gone. My second self is really gone. There’s just me left. 

All the fun times we shared, all the bad times. All the times she did 
something or said something I would never even think of doing. How mad she 
could make me with the crazy, stupid stuff she’d do. Or how much Id secretly 
cheer sometimes. 

Ijust want to get rid of every matching purple accessory I own. But I can’t 
bear to do it. It’s like my last link to her. And I’m just not ready to say good- 
bye forever. 

I wish Chuck were smart enough to toss them out when I wasn’t looking. 
But then...if he did, I’d kill him. 

Chuck. Oh boy. If he only knew what I’ve been contemplating. If he knew 
how close I’ve come to...Gods, it even scares me to think about it. 

But I can’t help it. The memory of it just tears me up. That terrible 
“snapping” feeling, like blood vessels being ripped out of my brain, or my gut, 
or my soul. Like some large piece of me was just torn out of my insides. 

Why didn’t I just die the first time? I mean, I was just a child, dealing with 
all those sensations and the horrible memories and the guilt and depression. 
How did I ever survive it? Hmm... 


ACCESS: Journal entry, Feb. 28, 2977. 

Oh, thank the gods I’m finally alone. Thank the gods. How could I stand it 
another moment? 

Hey, you’re such a damn spineless wuss, you would've kept putting on that god- 
blesied "brave act” forever if you had fo. 

Look, being brave is not being a “wuss.” We don’t want to upset them. We 
don’t want them to think we’re crazy. We don’t want to end up back on 
Carggg in a psych ward. 

So we act like freakin’ nothing's happened?! Like our damn souls haven’t been 
ripped out and torn to bloody little pieces in front of our eyes?! Trinity burn in hell! I'll 
never forget that sight if | live to be a thousand! 

She was so sweet and scared and just wanting to be safe and secure. And 
now she’s gone. 

And YOU have to act like it’s all flippin’ smiles and bravery. Damn you to living 
hell, why didn’t you tell those fie taaced dorks off! Falling all over themselves to 
rescue their god-blasted Phantom Girls and Saturn Girls and just letting Computo 
crush the life out of one of us! 

They did their best. I’ve got to believe that. I’ve got to hang on to something. 

Well, hang on to this, sister. I'll never forgive them! Never! 

Like they’re to blame? Like they’re not the best thing that ever happened to 
us? Geez, Sister, you know, you can write some pretty stupid things sometimes! 


Wow. She could sure get to me. But then, maybe she’s the whole reason I 
made it through the first time. Maybe when I had her there to let out all the 
rage and anguish I was trying to bottle up, the rage and the anguish couldn't 
kill me—like it’s trying to kill me now. 

I mean, Brainy thinks I’ve survived because I always allowed my three 
bodies to have three individual personalities—that maybe Cargggites die 
needlessly with their first bodies because they've crammed themselves into 
some rigid, unnatural mold instead of letting themselves be three separate 
aspects of one soul. 

But what if I only made it through that first time because I had her? 

The gods know, if I make it through this time, I'll be making it alone. 
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